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T , the Obit tat. " "It i all ha f alt of th; t turnpike rrAnj
ho ( ave" 'era I e ( ham aign supper, or

was it abrt akfa il" cried J ones, in agony,
lf they'd a chartered, me to be a turn-

pike from Pig's Run to Terrapin Hollow,
I mipht have borne it ; bat the very idea
of building a turnpike from.Burlington to
Bristol bears aC absurdity Q& he face of
iu" So it did.

"I et iuB sfl 1 it,'' sal the pretty wif ,
wlio a cue 1 1; s aic ot of wives, wi i
plun pne $ a J (podua dimpling a 1

over ner face, "let na tea it; and she
leaned over Smith's shoulder, pressing
tier arm upon ..his own m she looked at
tha parchment But ill at once Smith's
tiaage grewllong. 'Sniith'i wile'isage
grew black. Smith was not profane, but

ey d ; (at a little home, no matter how
lit ie, a J a little ifa, just to hold two,
or two i nd t half, snd then get the two,
oc ihe two -- i in it of Saturday
night, and then read this paragraph by
the light of your wife's eyes, and thank
God and take courage, 1 U i i

The im and du?ty shops are swept-u-

; the hammer is thrown down, the
apron is doffed, and tabor hastens with a
light step, homeward bound.

. "Saturday night!" feebly murmurs the
languishing, as she turns wearily upon
her couch, "and is" there another tff
cornel" y f r ' .

"Saturday night, at last !" whispers the
weeper above the dying, "and it is Sun-

day and J"

I'MW

The Best Flea for ta Ettas Jaw.

Ute one evening . IWJi
U thf fiiwkuieoi UieHnor.r, f

8ok , trick mf knew if , a-
Al it aerlyed JL..

"Wkn boat, la oounuoae number,
Beeae tor same w wm

Women ehildrenani m other I

Wi father nor 1 eon i

""Sot a kuiband nor brothet;.'
Woten-hUd- ren every one,

Otntui hags- with itarfatien, )

Throated the State Hostel ample Door

And I deemed deputation
; Merer waited there Wore, '

There were htWee, in beau i
Maiden blighted fa thai boon. .I'

Naniaf mothert, wan and lender-Mat- ron,

beading toward tbe tomb.
-- yatt they entered erei'apeakintr'"-"'- ''

Aad I emiled how could I know

:Tw the Main Law they were eeekinft ;
,

. J their poertj and woetj,--
, ,. ..(!

,,;Thenetpok "Oh.rulerel barken I i! r t
; lior in anger turn away, ,,,(,,,.,,'' That yonr pleeaant halle we darken

i
' Wit boar wrctchedneee to-d- I ,..,.,;t i
Once lor n were hearth-fir- e burning

Where, whe daily toil waa dona, ' '

To a nlenteon board returning
Came load hnibanl, aire ana toil.
.i jt-i,, .i-

- . I . v.fV'V 7);.;.--
: But the tempter came, and lured them '

To the hannta of erit men 1 '

, , i Treated Ue winoup ana nmrea turn , j f r

Tift at laet each eheerfat dwdUng
Brew a bare and rooUeat ehedi

Bat the poieon etiU wae telling,
' And eur children ent4 lor bread I .

' DM we wept, Impldred, upbraided
Vainer than the idleatoona l. '

For tbe tempter etiU pertuaded.
And the appetite waa strong.

'ow,.n. riend.ee denotation,
Plead we for tbete (alien men,

Onlt bar tkt fnl tomrtoti, "
They may be reetored again." "

,

Then a ehild, with innken feature,
And long tingere, dim and pale,

Toward tbe wond'ring legislator
Taming. followe up tbe tale,

H We are vagrant Oh, ear Rulen I

All your Gttle ones, we know,
git in tcbool-roon- and in churchet, '

But we bare no clothe to go I v
" Only gi ve oi back onr lather, '

From the tinka wherein they lie,

So, Irora work-tho- p, held and forum,
We may blete you till we die."'

Then I felt my heart waa bleeding,
And my eye would overflow

' For the httle children pleading,

la their poverty and woe. .

But I woke and quick npttarting,
Bobbed my eyelida with my hand

saw tbe bictory uggota parung.
And each little aevered brand

In an athea abnrad It., -

And the taper had burned low ;

Yet 1 heard theae pleaden crying
For the Maine Law in their woe I

i.

The Double Disappointment.
One winter there came to - Trenton

New Jersey, two men, named Smith and
Jones, who had both oi them designs
upon the Legislature. Jones had a bad
wife, and was in love with a pretty wo
man. He wished to be divorced irom
the bad wife, so that he might marry the
pretty woman, who, by the by, was a
widow, with black eyes, and such a
bust ! l nereiore, Jones came to i renton
for a divorce, smith had a good wife
plump as a robin, good as an angel, and
the mother of ten children: and Smith
did not want to be divorced, but did want
to get a charter for a turnpike, or plank-road- ,

to extend from Pig's Run to Ter-

rapin Hollow. Well, they, with, these
different errands, came to Trenton, and
addressed the assembled wisdom with
the usual arguments. 1st, suppers, main-
ly composed of oysters, with a rich back-

ground of steak and venison : 2d, liquors
in great plenty, from "Jersey lightning"
which is a kind of locomotive at full
speed, reduced to liquid shape to New
ark champaign. To speak in plain prose,
Jones, the divorce man, gave a cham-
paign supper, and Smith, the turnpike
man, followed with a champaign break'
fast; under the mollifying influence of
which, the assembled wisdom passed
both the divorce and turnpiue bills, and
Jones and Smith a copy of each bill in
their pockets went repicing home, over
miles of sand, and through the tribula-
tion of many stage coaches. Smith ar-

rived at home in the evening, and as he
sat down in his parlor, his pretty wife
beside him how pretty she did look!
and five of her children asleep over head,
the other five studying their lessons in
the corner ot the room, Smith was in-

duced to expatiate upon the good result
oi me mission xo i renton.

"A turnpike, my dear. I am one of
the directors, and will be president. It
will set us up, love ; we can send the
children to boarding-choo- l and live in

!yle, out of the tolL Here is the charter,
honey." i

'

And too ain't divorced !" said Eliza,
a tear rolling down each cheek. f , ,t

"No!" thundered Johes,erusmng n
hat between his knees, "and what is
worse, the Wialature has adiourhed and
gone home drunk, and won't be back to
Trenton till next year !" It was a hard
case. -

Tbe mistake 111 had occurred on the
last day of the session, vhen legislators
and transcrrbirig' clerks 'were laboring
under the effects ot a champaign supper,
followed by a champaign breawast.
Smith's name ' had been put where
Jones's ought to have been, and "vyj
wepey," as yie laun poei nas k, ; , ......

: ,' ..

An Jjididnant lady in a Doggery,'
The Cambridge City (Ind.) News, re

lates the following; , ;. , ;; , ! ;,

On Thursday, of last week, a young
man of this place (whose name wo shall

lthhold) became intoxicated, ana to
continued for some three days, to the
great mortification of his young wife and
acquaintances. During this time his
wife visited all the honses in this place
where liquor is sold,' and politely re-

quested them not to sell her husband any
more. They all declared that they had
not and would not sell him any liquor.
One Thursday afternoon, while out in
search of her husband, she was informed
that he was in a sink-hol- e, near the rail-

road. The lady immediately went there,
and found her husband drunk and almost
senseless. At the lamentable condition
in which she found her husband, she be-

came very much enraged at the doggery-keepe- r.

Provoked to madness, she
seized a club of about two and a half feet
in length, and set in upon the whisky-sho- p.

The first lick she broke to pieces
a large decanter, filled with whisky, just
placed on the counter as she stepped in,
for the accommodation of some of his
drunken sots then within. The next
move she swept pitcher and glasses from
tne counter, i nis maae me oia aoggery
keeper furious. He attacked the lady,
while she. with both hands, seized the
club, and with one fell stroke brought his
highness to the floor. He raised the cry
oi murder and tied, ihe rest oi the ine-

briates, seeing the practical demonstra-
tions of her as practiced on the keeper,
fled as fast as their locomotive powers
could bear them away from the scene.
Having the shop to herself, she coolly
and deliberately went to the whisky bar-

rel and beer keg and broke the faucets,
causing the contents to run out over the
floor; after which she broke all the jugs,
bottles and flasks that could be found,
and which he kept for the accommoda-
tion of his blossomed-nose- d customers."

' Saturday Night.
What blessed things Saturday nights

are, writes some one in the "Tribune,"
and what would the world do without
thorn ' Those breathing moments in the
tramping march of life ; those little twi-

lights iu the broad and garish glare ol
noon, when pale yesterdays' look beau-

tiful through the shadows, and faces
"changed" long ago, smile sweetly again
in the bush ; when one remembers the
"old folks at home." and the old fashion-
ed fire, and the "old arm chair," and the
little brother that died, and the little sis-

ter that was "translated."
Saturday nights makes people human ;

set their hearts to beating soltly, as they
used to do before the world turned them
into war-drum- s, and jarred them to

pieces with tattoes.

The ledger closes with a clash; the
iron-door- vaults come too with a bang;
up go the shutters with a will ; click
goes the key in the lock. It is Saturday
night, and business breathes lree again.
Homeward, ho ! The door that has been
ajar all the week gently closes behind
him; the world is shut out. Shut out!
Shut in, rather. , Here are his treasures
after all, and not in the vault, and not in
the book; save the record in the old
family Bible and not in the bank. "

. May be you are a bachelor, frosty and
forty. Then, , poor fellow ! Saturday
night is nothing to you, just as vou are
nothing to anyoodv. uet a wile, wue'
eyed or black-eye- d, but above all, true'

now ne nppea out an awiui oaxnf-ui-
asi

it, wife, these infernal scoundrels' at Tren-
ton have gone and divorced us I'1 'It was
tpq rue: the parchrnentwhich bejteld
was a bill ot divorce, in wmcn me name
of; Smith and Smith's wife appeared in

frightfully legible letters.
Mrs. Smith wiped her eyes wim tne

comer of her apron. "Here's a turnpike!"
she said sadly, ana with, toe wnoie i

our ten children' staring me In the face, 1

aint your wile ! Here's a turnpike !"
" "Blast the "'pike and the legislature,

and." Well, the fact is that Smith,
reduced to single blessedness, and "en-
acted" into a stranger to. bis, wn wife,
swore awfully.,", Although the night was
dark, and most of the denizens of Soiith's
village had gone ' to bed, Smith bid his
late wife put on her bonnet, and arm in
arm they proceeded to the nonse of the
clergyman of their, church.

"Goodness bless me I" exclaimed the
mild, good man. as he saw them enter,
Smithlooking like the very last of June
shad, and Smith's wile wiping her eyes
with the corner of her apron "Goodness
bless me, what's jho matter ?"

"The matter is. 1 want von to marrv us
two right off !" replied Smith.

IK . . ' til V: '..I... j 4U imarry you r cjauuiaiou uie uiurgy-ma- n,

with expanded fingers and awful
eyes, "are you drunk or crazy !;'

"1 aint crazy, and I wish I was drank,"
said Smith, desperately; ".ha fact is,
brother Goodwin, that some scoundrels
at Trenton, unbeknown to me, and at
dead of night, have gone aid divorced
me from my own wite ; Bhe is the mo-

ther of of nine children !" ,
; "Ten," suggested Mrs. Smith, who
was crying. . ''Here's a turnpike !"

WelL the good minister seeing the
state of the case (the Trenton parchment
was duly produced from the pocket of
me luguurious omiuij, niarrieu mem over
straight-wa- y, and would not take a fee.
The fact is, grave as he was, he was
dying to be alone, so that he could give
vent to a suppressed laugh, which was
shaking birti all over; and Smith and
Smith' wite went joyfully lofne"afid
kissed every one of their ten children.
The little Smiths never knew that their
father and mother had been made stran
gers to each other, by legislative enact
ment. - :

Meanwhile, and ' on the ' self same
night, Jones returned to his native town

Burlington, 1 believe and sought at
once the fine pair of black eyes which
he hoped shortly to call his own. Tbe
pretty widow sat on the sofa, a white
'kerchiet tied carelessly about her round,
white throat, her black hair laid in silky
waves against each rosy cheek.

"Di force is the word," cried Jones,
playfully patting her double chin. "The
fact is, Eliza, I'm rid of that cursed wo-

man, and you and I'll be married to-

night. I know how to manage those
scoundrels at Trenton. A champaign
supper (or was it a breakfast?) did the
business far them. Put on your bonnet
and let us go to the preacher's at once,
dearest." '

The widow (who was among widows
as peacues are among apples), put on
her bonnet and took Jones' arm, and,

"Just look how handsome it is put on

Sarchment!" cried Jones, pulling out the
her. "Here's the law

which 6ays that Jacob Jones and Anna
Caroline Jones are two! Look at it!"
Putting ber plump, gloved hanl on his
shoulder, she did look at it. ' '

"0 dear she said, with her rose-bu- d

lips, and tank back, half fainting, on the
sofa.

"0 blazes !" cried Jones, and sank be-

side her, rustling the fatal parchment in
his hand. "Here's lots of happiness and
champaign gone to ruin."

It was a hard case. ; instead of being
divorced and at liberty to marry the
widow. Jacob Jones was simply, by the
Legislature of New Jersey, incorporated
into a turnpike company, and what made
it worse, auuiorized wan his Drotncr ai
rectors, to construct a turnpike from Bur
linaton to BrhtjL

When you reflect that Burlington and
Bristol are located just a mile apart, on
opposite sides of the Delaware river, yon
will perceive the extreme hopelessness
WI wVlllyD V HQVi

Virion of Eternity.
"Time is short, and eternity is loni
yet in this short time !. must prepare for
a long eternity. Oh I what a duration is
before me! but" what an Infatuation is
within me, that I should mind the trifling
things of time, and forget the interest of
eternityT Truly, when I compare eter-

nity with time, I am astonished that
eternity does not swallow up time in my
concerns and meditations., With what
night visions, deceptive fantasies, and
delusive dreams are we entertained here,
in comparison of that divine understand-
ing, intuitive knowledge, noonday

vigor and activity, of soul, we
shall be possessed of when we awake to
immortality from all the slumbers of a
transitory life! And yet (woe is me),
am I not more anxious to grow in earth
than to grow lor. heaven 1 Will not the
fear of temporal losses at times out-

balance the joy 1 should have in believ-
ing 1 While God and glory have a pass-n- g

meditation in my heart, have not the
vanities 61 the world a permanent man-

sion? Does nA worldly sorrow take
deeper root in my soul than spiritual joy ?

And were my thoughts counted one by
one, while vanities reap the whole bar
vest, sacred things have scarce the tithe !

Is this, alas 1 the behavior of a candidate
for bliss, the practice of an expectant of
glory j une minics least oi wnai ne
loves last. 0 mournful conclusions! that
Hove God least, since he is least in my
thoughts! But let me rise in my con-

templations, and see the goodly host of
the ransomed nations, dwelling in the
noonday displays of his glory, possessed
Of pleasure free as the fouhtaia whenee
tliey flow, and full as their Unlimited de-

sires. Their souls are replenished with
the most refined satisfaction, sacred de-

light and substantial joy. What an au--

assembly are the inhabitants of the'
Est country wearing crowns, holding
sceptres, reigning on thrones, walking in
white, exalted in their nature, their con-

ceptions bright, their visions cloudless,
their thoughts elevated, their songs trans--

mrting, their happiness confirmed, their
ove burning, and all their powers en

tranced forever ! ' ' ; '

Character or thi Trua Philosopher.
The character of the true philosopher

is to hope all things not impossible, and
to believe all things not unreasonable.
He who has seen obscurities which ap-

peared impenetrable in physical and
mathematical science suddenly dispelled,
and the most barren and unpromising
fields of inquiry converted as if by in-

spiration, into rich and inexhaustibly
springs of knowledge and power, on a
single change of one point of view, or
by merely bringing to bear on them some
principles which it never occurred before
to try, will surely be the very last to ac-

quiesce in any dispiriting prospects of
either the present or future destinies of
mankind ; while, on the other hand, the
boundless views of intellectual and mo-

ral, as well as material relations, which
open on him on all hands, in the course

these pursuits, the knowledge of the
trivial place he occupies in the scales oi
creation, and the sense continually press-
ed upon him of his own weakness and
incapacity to suspend or modify the
slightest movement of the vast machinery
he sees in action around him; must ef-

fectually convince him that humility of
no less than confidence of

Eretension, best becomes his character.
Sir John IlersheL i .

07" Washington Irving says : "I have
noticed that married men falling into
misfortunes, are more likely to retrieve
their condition than single men.". There's
female influence for you, old, surly, vinega-

r-hearted bachelors!


